44         THE THINGS WE ARE

and looked back upon without regret as it
disappeared,

Only a little change, some infinitesimal
convolution of his brain differently twisted,
and it might be all as dream-like as that hour.
Yet he might as well hope to hold the sun
in his hands as make that change. Things,
men, life, rushed at him out of the void,
collided with, crushed him, set his whole
frame jarring and jangling, while a remote
corner of his brain whispered that it all might
be only a thought, It whispered so timidly,
That was the trouble. How could he believe
a thing that did not believe itself ? You had
to start with a conviction, a certainty,

" To him that hath it shall be given, even
more than he hath : but from him that hath
not it shall be taken away even that which
he hath/" Even that which he hath, What
incredibly wise words they were! When
you were a child they seemed a kind of secret
nonsense and stuck in your head, When
you grew up, they suddenly seemed to contain
everything. What had he? Nothing* A
bundle of memories, a bundle of relics, that
fitted nowhere, that simply refused to become
part of life. They had nothing to do with
it, far less even than he had sitting there